Tis so soon gone (and better proof the law
Of sense than faith requires) swiftly she flew
T* a dark and foggy plot; her her fates threw
There through th' earth's pores,

and in a plant hous'd her anew.

The plant, thus abled, to itself did force

A place where no place was by Nature's course,

As air from water, water fleets away

From thicker bodies; by this root throng'd so

His spungy confines gave him place to grow :

Just as in our streets, when the people stay

To see the prince, and so fill up the way

That weasels scarce could pass; when he comes near

They throng and cleave up, and a passage clear,

As if for that time their round bodies flatten'd were.

*

His right arm he thrust out towards the east,
Westward his left; th'ends did themselves digest
Into ten lesser strings, these fingers were:
And, as a slumb'reiy stretching on his bed,
This way he this and that way scattered
His other leg, which feet with*toes up bear;
Grew on his middle part, the first day, hair,
To shew that in love's bus'ness he -should still